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LOTH AIR.

Monsignore Catesby had arranged with Lothair that
blvey should enter the church by their usual private way,
and Lothair therefore was not in any degree prepared for
fche sight which awaited him on his entrance into it. The
church was crowded; not a chair nor a tribune vacant.
There was a suppressed gossip going on as in a public
place before a performance begins, much fluttering of fans,
some snuff taken, and many sugar plums.

' Where shall we find a place ? ' said Lothair.

4 They expect us in the sacristy/ said the Monsignore.

The sacristy of the Jesuit church of St. George of
Cappadocia might have served for the ball-room of a palace.
It was lofty and proportionately spacious, with a grooved
ceiling painted with all the court of heaven. Above the
broad and richly gilt cornice floated a company of Sempnim
that might have figured as the Cupids of Allmno. The
apartment was crowded, for there and in some adjoining
chambers were assembled the cardinals and prelates, and
all the distinguished or official characters, who, in a few
minutes, were about to form a procession of almost un-
equalled splendour and sanctity, and which was to parade
the whole body of the church.

Lothair felt nervous; an indefinable depression came over
him, as on the morning of a con test when a candidate enters
his crowded committee-room. Considerable personages
bowing, approached to address him : the Cardinal Prefect
of the Propaganda, the Cardinal Assessor of the Holy
Office, the Cardinal Pro-Datario, and the Cardinal Vicar of
Rome. Moiisignori the Secretary of Briefs to Princes
and the Master of the Apostolic Palace wore presented to
him. Had this been a conclave, and Lothair the future
Pope, it would have been impossible to have treated him
with more consideration than he experienced. They assured
him that they looked upon this day as one of the most in
teresting in their lives, and the importance of which to the